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a few 8nut 11 tools. She informed him would be well advised not to land— 
that the boat would lie near the track especially the English. It was an 
of the steamer and show a blue light. anti-English disturbance, so far as It 
In the afternoon she came for about was more than an individual matter 
half an hour; to wish him Godspeed, There had been trouble for some 
she said. “And you have to be good, weeks over the question of a notorl- 
you know, because it will count to ous desperado named Frankland. It 
me.'* appeared that he had been held by 

About five o’clock the guard came the British resident from the Moorish 
to take him aboard. The consul had j aw on the pretense of being sent to 
obtained a considerable armed party England for trial upon a capital 
from the local authorities, an the charge, and that on the voyage home 
feeling of the populace ran high; not ^ad been put overboard to a boat 
so much against the prisoner him- charted by the resident's friend, Mr. 
self as against as against his being Davis, and escaped. The people want- 
taken away from the Judgment of • et j Davis’ blood, and the sheiks, while 
their law. There was hissing and ! professing to try to quiet them, were 


said Frankland. “Except one—to pu’ 
a spoke in that blackguard's wheel'" 
He pointed to Davis. ”1 suppose bo 
gave out the yarn that he contrived 
my escape? What he contrived wa 
my capture by tho sheik’s men. Th* 
were going to bring me bark to Mo 
rocco for death and torture! The:- 
wore the men of 'Sir Davis* and h' 
friend Mr. Sheik. They told me so 
Well, this compassionate ladj gave n. 
t case-opener!” Ho laughed. “Thu 

traitor-! Giving me up may sto>. 

th< m, but-'' 

“Oh!" cried the resident’s sUtet 
“Don’t give him up, Henry. Lot u 
fight and die together! You and I 
and he! I don't want even to die 
near that man! Go! Go!” She 
shrank back from Davis. 

“Ssh!” said her brother. "W- 
haven't long. Better go away from 
her Davis, and—from me!” He point 
ed to a doorway. Davis went slow!' 
out. “To think that any man—an' 
ngllshman-’ 

There was a sudden uproar. The 
ran to the window arid saw Davi 
running down the path and through 
tho gates. The mob outside close 
round him. 

“God forgive him,’’ the Reslder.' 
said hoar»«:y. "He baa died for up 
like a man. It shown how great er¬ 
rors can be repaired, while life ' 
left Perhaps you-'* 

“Please God," Frankland said, "I-- 
I’ll try to be—some use in the world ’ 

He concluded that his first goo' 
deed should be to place the wide seas 
between tho consul’s sister and him¬ 
self; but she would not have It so 
came and stood beside him on the 
deck of the steamer that night—fer 
they left Hajaba. as the riots seemed 
likely to break out again—and spol - 
to him frankly. 

“You say you are going away?’ 

“Am! you know why.” he replied. 

“But suppose,” she whispered, "tha 
1 have—use for you?’ 

“Dear lady,” he said, “very den 
lady! You see, I must go—son.* 1 
whf*r<» abroad, under another name— 
a broken man, trying to put the 
pieces together. I’ll try. But it 
must be far away from—all the 
thing* in life that you hold dear, am. 
—and—from you! ’ He bowed his 
head. 

“But suppose." she whispered 
“Suppose I wanted to come, too * 
Suppose that I could not find happ! 
ness any other way? Suppose that I 
too, want to be of some use in the 
world—use to you!" 

“My God!” he cried. “If I Car 
; make you happy— live for you——" 

There are two people now—no 
five!—who call themselves Smith, and 
Jive overseas on a great ranch, which 
touches civilization at one end and 
at the other the wild. The two ar 
happy together, and they bring up 
happy, sturdy children. The use oi 
a woman and a man! 

(Ti-pyright, Vj24.) 


* lie case-opener 
descended upon his 
head just then! He 
dropped like a log across the 
gunwale. The two negroes drew pistols. 


ly. “I’ll speak to him, if you like.” 

“No,” she said. “I will.” 

“You ought not to have anything 
to do with him,” Davis objected. 
“They’ll be watching. Most of those 
dirty beggars hanging about outside 
the gardens will be spies of tho 
sheik. If they see you talking to 
| him, they'll watch you.” 

| “It will be a good thing to draw 
! suspicion to me, if you are going to 
i be the one to do It,’’ she countered. 
"Obviously you mustn't talk to him. 
I So I must, because there’s no one 
else.” 

♦ * * * 

*|MIF! talk occurred that afternoon. 

They had put the fugitive in an 
i outhouse in the residency gardens, 
unguarded, because it meant capture 
; by the sheik to step outside. The 
i resident’s sister walked in the garden 
while her brother and Davis were 
i having their siesta, passed down the 
I walk between the giant cactuses and 
enormous plantains, into the little 
• grove which stood before the out- 
I cast's hut; stalked on past it, with 
her haughty little head in the air, 

I ready to be spoken to and to snub. 
He did not speak, Just rose and bowed 
and sat down again and went on with 
his cigarette, leaning against the door 
post of the hunt and gazing through 
half-« losed oyo«* at the blue bay and 
the b’uc waters beyond, which merged 
into the blue sky. It was a day, he 
was thinking, most repugnant to 
hanging—and the resident’s sister 
looked like a goddess against tho sky. 
A woman with a burning volcano 
under that cool white drill! 

She walked back presently; looked 
at him; half passed: stopped. “How 
did you come to this?” she asked 
abruptly. 

“You probably know as well as I.” 
he suggested. “No doubt your brother 
has told you the sheik's account. T 
expect you may take that as pretty 
correct.” 

“I think lie kept some back.” *lte 
remarked shrewdly. “That wasr.'i 
what I referred to, however. What, 
precisely, are you going 0 \to be sent 
to England for?’ 

Frankland set his teeth and looked 
up at her then, and she had a little 
thrill of fear of him. In her ideal of 
six-foot manhood there had always 
been a thrill like that! Davis was a 
good man and well to do, but ho did 
not make her feel like that. “I hav«> 
not," Frankland said quietly, "many 
days to look at the blue sea and tho 
blue sky or to bask in the sun. Soon 
it will be a prison cell, and afterward 
another, or, anyway—'Left the warm 
precincts of the cheerful day.* You 
learned that at school, I suppose. One 
doesn’t appreciate It, until it is inter¬ 
preted by circumstances. Why should 
your curiosity disturb one of my 
measured moments by raking up bad 
memories?* 

“Because, perhaps,” she told him, 
“it isn’t only curiosity.” He looked 
very hard at her then. 

“If.” he «aid. “you have a kindly 
thought that I might escape-? Dis¬ 
guises and all that-? Kind lady, it 

is no use. The place is closely 
watched. I probably shouldn’t go fifty 
yards before being seized. Even if I 
did, a stranger in any of the villages 
round here would bo noted and de¬ 
tected at once. There Is no escape, 
but I thank you for the thought.” 

“You assume that I had the 
thought,” she remarked. She fanned 
her face with her handkerchief. He 
picked a fanlike plantain leaf and 
gave it to her. 

“You had,” he said. “Hadn’t you?' 

“I could have found you disguises,” 
she murmured, “if that had been any 
use.” 

“Again I thank you,” Iio acknowl¬ 
edged. “They would not be of use, and 
ten to one those who furnished them 
to you would at once warn my friend, 
the sheik. Do you know, I am very 
grateful—very grateful.” 

“And you won't tell me about—It?’ 
she asked. 

“Oh!” he said. “That! I met a man 
out from England who said things of 
my mother, In years past. 

“It was a fair fight; and I killed 
him. That is all.” 

“They won’t hang you for that,” 
she declared. 

“Penal servitude is worse,” he com¬ 
mented. “If I have the chance on 
the voyage. I shall go overboard.” 

“You will-try to swim to shore?” 
she asked eagerly. 

“Shore? Oh, wo shan’t be near 
that; except when we go through the 
straits of Gibraltar. If I could get 
out there—I don’t suppose I oan get 
out at all; and if it were at night 
—it probably won’t be—and I were 
not noticed-” 

“Walt!” she cried. “Walt! The 
wireless said that the Armadillo would 
be here at 4. Yes. It should go 
through the straits at night. It is 
Just over thirty hours' Journey; and 
she will leave here at about 6 in the 
evening- Can you swim for several 
miles?” 

•'Probably, IX we were xujar ike 


i in the “ffnod morning. I must not be seen 
talking to you for long. Mr. Davis 
briefly has made a plan for you. Tho 
>r they second night out you will pass the 
e sheik. Straits of Gibraltar. You must try 
ien ran to get overboard then. Just when 
ined on you aro opposite the light on Europa 
away! Point—You know it?" 
s honor “I know It.” 

• sister. “Try to slip overboard just then. I 
recog- will bring you some tools that might 
decided help you break out. 
ly. So I boat sailing about 

! Mr. Davis is sending the men—three 
j of them—in the local steamer to Cl¬ 
ive her * >pa lt® r this afternoon." 
of your! " Mt * n from here." said Frankland 
of the * ,owly ’ Do you tIl,nk they can be 

my upo ? r ' 

*W e can t get any other. He says 
,. v , they are reliable. Are you going to 

do it?’’ 

j "Yes,” he agreed. “Of course. Davis 
ec are ,jj 9 t ho man you were singing with 
>est for|yesterday evening, isn’t he? Why is 
an who j hf . helping me?" 

>dy. | “Oh! Because you arc a fellow Eng- 
tried," , lishman. I suppose. I may have ln- 
hink of jtfuenced hfrrra little—I must go now. 
ley will £ oan t**ll him you’ll do it?” 

> up.” “Of course. Thank—” 
ted; but "That’s all right. T must go.” She 
ent in- ran back to the house. Frankland 
ith her 8 t are ,j after her; stared at the door- 
s came j way long after she had gone In. 
f ‘ r "I wonder.” he muttered, “where he 

:est use those men from? Anyhow, the 

le.” she project is something to bring her 
1 sup- : here to talk to me. I wonder If she’ll 
't stick come this afternoon.” 


Moorish coast—Ape’s Hill and all that 
—I might do it. They wouldn’t know 
of me up there. Make a slave of me 
probably. I’d get away some day, 
with luck. But they’ll hug the Span¬ 
ish fide. I’d have to land at Gibral¬ 
tar, If at all. There they'll know of 
me, or make inquiries.” 


F RANKLAND had knocked about 
the reckless parts of the Eng¬ 
lish-speaking world till tho 
•Vfev of thirty-five. 

Then he took refuge in Morocco 
over a mater of man-killing. True, 
i be man deserved to be killed, but 
the English law against murder is 
not appeased by such considerations. 

It would never have caught him in 
Morocco, however, but for a matter 
• f a super-sheik’s sister or wife. 
Frankland did not know which. Tho 
uper-shelk sought for him diligently 
• nough, and would have* caught him 
.a Morocco, go Frankland came down 
to Hajaba. the queer little port, Tunis 
way, and gave himself up at the 
.English residency, to be sent home 
Tor «rial for his prior offense. Order¬ 
s’ banging was, he reasoned, the 
of the evils which threatened 


A R the Armadillo neared the Straits 
of Gibraltar Muley came softly 
Into the cabin. “I am tho man of 
There will be a ( the worshipful Sir Davis,” ho whis- 
to pick you up. pered, "and am sworn to aid you. I 
ill watch for the boat and the light 
all in good time. It 


, 44T1THAT you want,” the resident’s 
I sister reflected, “is a boat to 

I pick you up and land you in Spain.” 

“Or an airplane,” h«* laughcvl, “or a 
| large-size dove to catch me up in its 
j talons and bear me to an ark or a 
! Mount Ararat. Nothing else is of 
| any use, kind lady. Don’t worry 
j about me. I get my deserts.” 

I “I—don’t—know," she murmured. 
J "I don’t think you quite deserve—the 
trial in England. You do deserve to 
be caught by the sheik, of course. 
Why did you do it?” 

“Well,” he said reflectively. “I sup- 
pose a man must do something!” 

“He ought,” the resident’s sister 
told him severely, “to be of some 
use in the world.” 

j Tse? Use means two to some¬ 
body.” Frankland said thoughtfully. 
"When there isn’t a ‘somebody’-” 

“That," she cried, "is no reason 
why there should be ’anybodies!’ If 
I di«l find a way of helping you to 
escape. I should expect you to become 
very different.” 

“The leopard doesn’t change his 
.spots,” he said. “Rome men are born 
with a devil In them-” 

“And tome women,” murmured the 
Resident’s sister. "Women like the* 
sheik’s sister. I mean. Well, I hope 
she was only* his sister." 

“What an exciting picture you muat 
have of me In a supersheik’s tent 
with a beautiful oriental!” Frank- 
land interrupted. “Ah, well, I saw 
only her garden. Into which her slave 
| enticed me, the little hussy. 

“You know I am a bad egg. I tell 
. you this t^r the humor of It. It was 
a Moorish variant of what the Atner- 
| leans call the badger game—and 
played on mo—with all I’ve seen. It’s 
really funny. The methods of IAme 
House or the tenderloin in Morocco! 

“I love lapis. While I was haggling 
for some in the bazaar comes this 
. slave. plucking my boumouae. 
! ‘Lapis,* she said. *A great store of 
} it for sale cheap.’ What cared I If 
i it had been stolen. I agreed to 
bring gold. 

*Td not reckoned on so pretentious 
! a garden. But I slipped through the 
| door when the slave led me that 


and warn you, 
is but to drop lightly ami swim; and 
the rest is to Allah.” 

“Did the worshipful Sir Davis come 
aboard your ship and arrange this i 
with you?” Frankland asked 

“Truly bo,” the man declared 

“I mean did he come himself?" j 

“Very truly himself,” Muley assert- j 
ed; “I tell you it is but to drop softly; 
and I will be singing at the time, lest | 
any should notice a sound. Float for 
a while and do not swim until the j 
ship is past sight. Be suro the boat \ 
will search very diligently for you.” ; 

“I am sure^” Frankland said. “Go j 
now’, lest any should suspect; and 
come again when it is time.” 

When he hajd loosened the bars he 
put the iron case-opener inside his 
vest—a strangv* thing to swim with, i 
but he knew that Davis bad not been 
aboard the Armadillo. 

"So," he muttered now, “that’s it! 
The sheik has outwitted Davis, or 
Davis has outwitted her. Tho boat— 
if there is a boat—is to take me to 
the sheik. Well, I’m going over, any¬ 
how. I’d risk my life for the bare ! 
chance of being able to save her from 1 

him!” 

Presently Muley entered softly j 
again. “The boat is Just ahead,” he 
whispered. "We aro catching up to it 
fast. Count two minutes by your 
watch, then go. I will be singing— 
Allah Is .great!'’ 

Frankland waited tho two minutes, 
then pushed the bars aside, stood in 
the bunk, with his head and shoulders 
out of tho porthole. A man above— 
that would be Muley—began chanting 
some weird thing. It was what they 
sang at Moorish funerals, he thought. 

There was a boat, a big lateen- 
sailed craft of thirty feet or more— 
three men; Moors apparently. They 
had a blaish lantern In the stern. 
Frankland lookori at his wrutch. Five 
seconds overtimie! Ho replaced it, 
squeezed through the porthole and 
dropped. He heard Muley’® voice rise 
in a great wall then. It was the song 
for tho dead. When he rose ho lay 
stilly and floated. Tho boat was keep¬ 
ing Its course. But he must not call 
or signal yet. Presently the boat was 
level with him—perhaps a hundred 
yards away. f.t still did not turn. 
Was this a refinement of cruelty—to 
pass him and r*ot to pick him up? 
G-lbraltar was several miles distant, 
he thought. He doubted if he could 
swim it. Perhaps ho might wave now. 
The steamer must be half a mile 
away. Ah! The boat was turning 
toward him! He struck out for it: at 
first strongly; then decided that ho 
had bdtter pretend to be exhausted. 
For, If his suspicions were right, it 
was not a rescue, but a capture. Ho 
sank ’imply on the scat when they 
pulled him in. 

“To Spain,” he stuttered then. 

“To Rpain!” The gigantic helmsman 
laughed. Tho two great negroes who 
eat amtdship laughed. 

"We take you to Sir Davis,” the 
helmsman said, “and to his friend the 

Illustrious ehelk-” The case-opener 

deucended upon his head Just then! 
He dropped like a log across tho 
gunwale. The two negroes drew 
pistols. 

“Drop 


half 


an hour, however, he had 
done both; partly because he bad 
assumed Spanish costume; partly be¬ 
cause no one dreamed that any one 
would wish to enter the doomed place. 
He Just mingled with the crowd out¬ 
side tho front gardens. Then leaped 
the low wall and walked In. The 
mob howled and yelled, but did not 
follow or shoot. The resident opened 
tho door and waved him back. 
“You’re a stranger.” he said. “They 
haven’t told you. Get away if you 
can. Make as If you came here by 
mistake. They’ll attack the place be¬ 
fore the morning is out. We’re all 
doomed.” 

“That,” said the professor, “is why 
I have come!” He stepped inside, 
bowed to the resident and to his frit¬ 
ter and to Davis; took off his spec¬ 
tacles and beard. "I’m Frankland. 


The resident was greatly emlmr- 
r asseC by the pres« nc© of the huge. 
Moorish-dad fugitive within his 
-rates a. d of the super-sheik and his 
wild fol.owers and tho snarling local 
iob without. 

"It is touch and go whether they’ll 
respect the residency,” he told the 
•risoner. “I don’t care for myself. 
• ut—dash it all!—I’ve my sister 
here.” 

”If tthreaten to attack your 
•lace.” Frankland said, "I’ll give my¬ 
self up, of course; but I think they'll 
.•Aspect tin* old flag.” 

They did respect it. and merely 
arged legal and diplomatic reasons 
or tho surrender of the prisoner to 
hem. The consul resisted these ar¬ 
guments firmly. The man was a 
British subject, h** stated, and he held 
ilin for trial for a British offense— 
i capital offenst— and he had already 
Marconi w riiphed for the liner Arma¬ 
dillo to cal) in and take him home. 

“But in England,” the super-sheik 
protested, almost tearfully, “they 
only hang.” 

“That Is about the size of his 
deserts,” the resident retorted. He 
;ald a? much to his sister, who had 
•ome out to Hajaba to keep house 
for him, and to on© Davis, who had 
some out after the sister. 

Davis agreed, but liis sister de¬ 
murred. “lie was ready to give him¬ 
self up rather than endanger us,” she 
•retested. “There ought to be a 
setter use than hanging for a man 
ike that.” 

“Perhaps,'* Davis sneered. “Those 
nig, fair ruffians have an extraor¬ 
dinary attraction for women.” Davis 
was only five feet seven. 

“Naturally,” she said calmly. “He 
g big and fair; a very handsome man, 
ind brave. From what I hear from 
Lucy Green, he only did what a man 
would do. a real man. He Is that, I 
hink.” 

“Anyhow.” Davis snarled, “he will 
hang.” 

That was when the Resident's sister 
made up her mind that Frankland 
should not hang, if she could pre¬ 
vent It. 


f jpHE Resident’s sister did come that 
afternoon and the conversation 
was mostly liers, and mostly about 
the need of reformation. If he had 
another chance in life. He must let 
her know that he was making good. 

“Because,” she declared, “you have 
promised to try; and you will owe it 
to me—if you escape.” 

“There doesn't seem to be any need 
for me.” he said. “To be of use, one 
must be of use to somebody. There’s 
nobody. I wish I could do something 
Just for knight-service to you!” 

“Well,” she said, “if I enable you 
to escape, what you do afterward will 
stand to my account; the good and 
the. bad! So* you’ve got to be more 
good than bad—to give mo a bal- 
lunce'” She laughed a little; touched 
j his arm as if in appeal, 
j "Are you engaged to Davi®?* he 
; asked. 

“No. He wants me to be. He is— 
I very worthy—•” 

I He saw her three times afterward, 
^before he left on the Armadillo. That 
evening she passed like a flash, just 
[muttering, “The men have gone to 
iGib.” On the following morning she 
brought him an iron casc-opener and 


Butler in Philadelnhia 


CHE spoke to her brother first about 
the subject. 

“After all,” she observed, “he's a 
follow Englishman; and Lucy Green 
wrote that it was a fair duel, and 
with a man who said things about 
-is mother; and they do fight in the 
colonies—the wild parts of them.” 

“It wasn't in a sufficiently wild 
r»art,” the Resident commented. “That 
was his mistake. I’m dashed if I 
blame tho begger much; but I don't 
make the law, Beatrice.” 

“I suppose, you wouldn’t be sorry 
if he escaped ” she inquired. 

“Nowhere to escape to,” the Resi¬ 
dent observed. “He isn’t such a fool 
.<a to leave sanctuary. Don’t you be 
t fool.*’ 

She spoke next to her most trusted 
Moorish handmaiden. The hand¬ 
maiden considered it a woeful pity 
that such a fine man should hang; but 
that, she thought, was better than 
falling into the hands of the super- 
sheik. There was certainly no escape 
from Hajaba, she assured her mis¬ 
press. The sheik and his friends were 
watching everywhere. There was a 
ordon around tlio Residency, no lest* 
roal because unobtrusive. 

Then it was that the consul’s sister 
resolved upon a desperate expedient 
—an appeal to Davis, whom she al- j 
ways expected to manage. 

“I am sorry I hit you on the raw ! 
upon the matter of height, Ivor,” she | 
-aid vlth a friendly laugh; “but 1 
you're too big to bear malice. I look 
upon your chivalrous stature as 
seven feet! Really, that chap is a 
fellow Englishman, you know! Don’t! 
you think—?” 

Davis looked at her; and thought:] 
A wild-minded woman; possibly cap-' 
■t.ble of throwing him over for his 
wicked fair giant, but the giant 
couldn’t get away. Ro he might as 
well preserve Beatrice's idea of his 
chivalry by assisting him to try! 

“If ft'© a matter of disguises, or 1 ' 

■ thing of that sort,” ho said slow- * 


GEN. SMEDLEY BUTLER AT HIS DESK IN PHILADELPHIV 
WEARS THE UNIFORM OF THE DIRECTOR OF SAFETY. 


^Continued from Third Page.) 


He dug up an old law, dating from 
Spanish times and still unchanged, 
although lapsed, whereby Inhabitants 
could Vo compelled to work a certain 
time on the roads. He obtained the 
co-operation of local authorities 
throughout the island, 
proportion of each 1 
work, and not long afterward had 
number of first-class roads leading in j 
various strategic directions, one run- { 
nlng clear across t othe Haitian bor- j 
ber. On these motor lorries could i 
run with ease; tho marines could take j 
their bases of supplies with them, and j 
In a comparatively short time the ac¬ 
tivities of the ladrones were sup¬ 
pressed and island trade, theretofore 
almost at a standstill, was briskly I 
resumed. 


I, had a certain. g j^ e n f hour* of duty by the willing 
village jput to j thousands of leathernecks und* r lti j 
!l I command. 

“I noted a little occurence, the las 
time I was down there which w. 
absolutely characteristic of Gen. Bui 
ler.“ says tho farmer Marine offic. i 
previously quoted. “He came on r 
gang of men running one of tho bor 
I rowed derricks. Tho big iron hook 
used in lifting tho weights had 
broken nnd the crew was standing, 
around helpless und willing to ea’l ii 
.a day. Butler immediately disap 
The participation of the United j peared Jnto the WO ods somewhere 
in the world war followed 1 and returned with another perfect 
ter this. It looked for a time j hook, had It hitched on. and worif 
, _ ..... i_ went merrily forward. It seems hi 

aj. Butler would be stuck m , , ... 

J tt bad cached not only one, but two 

•ut not at all. An “opportune j.. ur h hooks in advantageous spots- 
illness brought him back to this coun- known only to himself, against Just 
try and a fortunate recovery enabled yuc h an emergency.” 
him to take command of the 13th Such is Brig. Gen. Smcdley D. Bui 
Marines. This fine body of some 3.000 Ier United States Marine Corpt- 
men, which reflected perfectly the j granted leave of absence for one yeat 
discipline and spirit of its chief, was j^y the President to hold office Uuriiu- 
all ready to start overseas. Rein- j that period as director of public saf* 
forcements were needed quickly on Uy, city of Philadelphia, state of Penn 
the other side, h^vever, after Chateau ' nylvania. Those who know him ard 
Thierry, and the organization wasl a re familiar with his record enter 
split up and half of it taken away, j tain no doubt that he will make good 
Nothing daunted, he began the reor- I £ n base ball a manager would pla<**- 
ganization process again, and with him No. 4 In the batting order—the 
recruits built his regiment up to its "clean-up man.” Going into action 
previous high efficiency. The new during a military advance, his squad, 
regiment, when it did get over, as platoon or company commander woul^ 
explained, made a record at Camp naturally assign him to mop up 
X’outaneztu, Brest. ___ trenches of the enemy. 


them!” Frankland roared. 

He ©prang toward them with 
the case-opener. They dropped the 
pistols and he took those and their 
daggers and sent them forward and 
went to the 'tiller. In a few minutes 
he was sailing for the coast of Spain. 

♦ * * * 

IT was perhaps 2 o'clock when he 
*■ found a sandy stretch under some 
cliffs. He went close in, and made 
the negroes swim and wade the few 
yards to the shore, dragging with 
them the Moorish helmsman, who was I states 
but unable to , soon „ 


Just conscious now, 
swim. Then he sailed along the coast 
In a favorable broeze until half-past 
6, when he thought ho must be 
twenty miles from them, and landed 
at a little fishing village. 

He professed to be a yachtsman 
from Gibraltar, who had damaged his 
boat and gave It over for repairs 
while he went to ’see the famous 
cathedral and a bull fight at Malaga. 
He never returned for the boat, but 
made his way to Barcelona in a coast¬ 
ing vessel. At Barcelona he found a 
trader going to Marseille. In that 
cosmopolitan city he became a spec¬ 
tacled and bearded professpr, and. as 
such, he took hie passage In a little 
sebooner to Hajaba. / 

Bat on his arrlvsl there was rlot- 


HE ROSE AND TOWERED ABOVE 
HER. “THE MEMORY OF YOUR 
WISH TO HELP ME WILL BE ONE 
OF THE PLEASANTEST THINGS 
I’LL HAVE ALL MY LIFE. AT 

THE END. IF-■** 

*SSH!” SHE STOPPED HIM. “YOU 
MUST TRY TO ESCAPE” 

•THERE IS NO ESCAPE,” HE DE¬ 
CLARED. 





















